I am told that my reading is escapist.
It is light.
It is trash.
It is disposable fiction.
I guess someone forgot to send me that memo to throw out my books. Though I own many books with aesthetically pleasing covers, the ones I choose to photograph are the ones whose stories have touched me the most.
Book Marks
Post-it notes mark my books. I in turn mark my post-it notes I prefer markers to marginalia. They are the visual representation of the moment I was thrown out of the story. They are the exosomatic indications of a thought that needed attention.
They mark the moment I paused to note.
They mark my need to speak to the author.
They mark my caught breath as the author speaks to me.
Assumptions can be misleading. Consider this:
An unmarked book is unremarkable in its inability to elicit a marked up marker from me.
An unmarked book is remarkable for its ability to transcend me beyond its pages, allowing me to forget to mark my markers.
I guess someone forgot to tell me that romance is not a critically engaging fiction. Redacted
